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had died. Not having been informed of her previous
illness this sudden stab made her gasp and seemed to
reopen the old ocean of sorrow. But times had changed
and she had a Saviour now ready at hand. So she ran
up to the Swami and handed to him the telegram. As
the Swami read it, he wept. Echammal went to attend
the funeral and came back with the baby " Ramana,"
the only pledge of her departed daughter Sellammal,
and placed him in the arms of the Swami, as the boy's
sole refuge and her own for ever. Again the Swami
burst into tears, realising as he did, how Echammal was
still feeling the iron that had entered into her soul.
Sorrow shared is sorrow lost. Her hopes having been
anchored on the Swami, sorrow did not tear her up and
carry her away as the first whirlwind had. The reward
of her faith was the ease with which she recovered
from shocks, and a subsequent deep mental peace.

As tor her spiritual development, she was a firm
believer in disinterested service as her sole means of
salvation. She was formerly taught by a northern guru
the art of concentration of thought, i.e., parts of Yoga.
She even advanced therein so far as to fix her attention
on her nose, and to remain for days in the contemplation
of the blissful light that appeared before her vision. She
would occasionally remain in contemplation for twenty-
four hours or more consecutively, totally oblivious of her
body, and without movement. When these occurrences
were reported by others to the Swami, he kept quiet.
Finally when she herself reported them to him, he
dissuaded her from the practice. " Those objective lights
you see are not your real goal. You should aim at realis-
ing your Self and nothing short of it." She consequently